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lattices. There was no calling of woman to woman
nor laughter nor even talk, except where the children
played on the green and the old men were courteous
to me. Occasionally a door opened and a figure in
black with a pitcher in its hand would come out, close
the door quickly behind it, draw the black cloth even
closer across its face leaving one eye to see, and pass
us in the sunlight like a black ghost. Not a man looked,
nor dared I, for nearly every crime committed by a
Turk has a woman mixed in it. These were their
women. They could neither read nor write, nor could
they have any interests. They were the dull mothers
of dull sons.
I was interested to know what sort of school they
had, for a fine imposing mosque stood half hidden
behind some trees. They told me that there was a
mixed school to which the girls went till they were
seven.
" And after that," I asked the Muktar, " where are
they taught ? "
" They are not taught any more," he replied.
" Then they cannot read or write ? "  I queried.
" I  see no  reason why they should," he replied.
" Why should the women write except to send love-
letters ? "   And all the elders and the rat-like priest with
a green turban round his fez nodded their agreement.
The priest began an exposition on the subject when
the Muktar cut in and bade him go about his business.
The Turks have neglected their women as an educa-
tional force, and herein lies the main cause of their
failure.   Their national characteristics have not helped